PREFACE 


The  following  stories  are  true  and  came  to  my  notice 
Avhile  doing  evangelistic  work  for  the  Mary  Black  Hospital 
for  Women  and  Children,  Soochow,  China.  They  are 
stories  of  hospital  evangelism,  and  are  printed  in  the 
hope  that  they  will  help  interest  some  in  the  evangelism 
of  China. 


LkLA  M.  Bi.ii.Ek. 


I said,  I walk  in  the  field, 

God  said,  nay,  walk  in  the  town. 

I said,  there  are  no  flowers  there, 

He  said,  no  flowers,  but  a crown. 

I said,  bnt  the  fogs  are  thick, 

And  clouds  are  veiling  the  sun. 

He  answered,  but  hearts  are  sick. 
And  souls  in  the  dark  undone. 

I said,  but  the  skies  are  black. 

There  is  nothing  but  noise  and  din. 
And  He  wept  as  He  led  me  back. 
There  is  more.  He  said,  there  is  sin. 

I said,  I shall  miss  the  light 
And  friends  will  miss  me  they  say. 
He  answered.  Choose  ye  to-night 
If  I must  miss  you  or  they. 

I pleaded  for  time  to  be  given. 

He  said.  Is  it  hard  to  decide? 

It  will  not  seem  hard  in  Heaven 
To  follow  the  steps  of  your  Guide. 
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“COME  PRECIOUS.” 

LIGHTS  IN  THE  DARKNESS, 


A BRAND  PLUCKED  FROM  THE  FIRE. 

“ A little  child  .shall  lead  them.” 

duties  of  the  day  had  been  many,  and  it  was  with 
III  ^ sigh  of  relief,  I heard  the  dinner  gong. 

“I'hat  will  be  all  for  the  day,'’  I said,  dismiss- 
ing my  teacher. 

“Will  you  want  me  to  come  to-morrow.  Miss  Leur?  ” 

Miss  Leur  was  the  name  I had  been  given  on  coming 
to  China.  My  own  name  could  not  be  spoken  by  the 
Chinese  as  it  seemed  the  sound  was  too  hard  for  them. 

“ Yes,  I will  need  you  very  much.” 

“ I will  come  at  8 o’clock,”  he  said,  putting  on  his 
queer  round  little  cap,  and  adjusting  his  long  silk  robe. 

“ Good  evening,”  he  said,  and  was  gone. 

As  I was  about  to  leave,  my  eye  fell  on  the  unsealed 
letter,  and  then  I heard  a knock  at  the  door. 


“ Come,”  I said. 

“ I have  brought  her  for  you  to  see,”  came  a gentle 
voice. 

On  looking  up,  I saw  a sweet-faced  little  woman,  the 
kind  of  face  her  non-Christian  friends  call  “Jesus-faced.” 
She  was  leading  by  the  hand  a little  girl  of  about  four 
years  of  age.  You  would  not  know  she  was  a little  girl, 
for  she  wore  little  trousers  and  a kimono-like  jacket.  She 
had  never  seen  the  queer-looking  foreigner  before  and, 
on  spying  me,  her  big  Ijlack  eyes  fell  and  her  head 
dropped. 

“This  is  the  little  girl  I have  been  telling  you  about. 
She  is  the  one  whose  father  wants  to  sell  her  as  he  is  an 
invalid  and  too  poor  to  raise  her.  He  is  in  debt  and  his 
creditors  already  have  taken  away  most  of  their  furniture 
in  payment  of  it.  This  China  New  Year  time  causes  as 
much  sorrow  as  there  seems  to  be  joy.  Many  families  are 
destitute.  The  child’s  sister,  nine  years  old,  has  already 
been  sold  to  be  raised  to  be  the  wife  of  a neighbor’s  son. 
Of  course,  her  two  little  brothers  are  safe.” 

“Why  don’t  they  sell  them?  ” I asked. 

“ They  are  boys.  Miss  Leur,  and  will  carry  on  the 
name  of  the  family,  while  girls  will  soon  marry  and  leave 
the  home.’’ 

“ What  do  you  want  me  to  do?  ” I asked. 

“ I want  you  to  help  save  this  child  from  slavery.  The 
father  says  he  will  not  keep  her.  She  costs  too  much. 
He  will  sell  her  to  a Christian  family  for  $7.00  and  give 
them  first  choice,  to  an  outsider  for  Sio.oo,  and  to  a brothel 
for  $20.00.  He  says  one  brothel  had  already  offered  him 
$40.00.” 
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“What  does  the  child’s  mother  say?  ” I asked. 

“ She  has  not  much  say,  Miss  Leur.  She  has  to  do 
what  her  husband  bids.  You  know,  Chinese  women  have 
little  freedom  of  speech  or  action.” 

“ Do  you  mean  the  father  would  sell  this  dear  little 
mite  to  a brothel?  ” I asked  in  astonishment. 

“ I am  sorry  to  say  he  would,  Miss  Deur.  Only 
Christians  look  upon  such  a thing  in  horror  The  majority 
of  people  consider  it  a necessary  evil  and  think  their  girls 
well  off  in  their  silk  clothes  and  luxurious  apartments. 
If  sold  when  small,  they  are  raised  to  look  upon  it  as  a 
legitimate  business  and  seem  happy.  Some  run  away 
when  older,  but  most  of  them  know  of  nothing  else.  It  is 
dreadful,  and  that  is  why  I want  you  to  help  me.  It  is 
just  $7.00  you  know,”  she  said  in  a pleading  voice. 

“Why  don’t  you  get  some  of  your  Chinese  friends  to 
take  her?  ” 

“ Well,  I have  tried,  but  at  China  New  Year  time  no 
one  has  much  money  left  after  paying  the  year’s  debts.  A’ 
Bible-woman  friend  of  mine  would  take  her,  but  the  law 
of  her  church  prohibits  it,  as  the  raising  of  a child  would 
take  too  much  time  from  her  work.  Most  of  the  church 
members  have  families  of  their  own,  and  some  have 
already  taken  in  little  strangers.  I went  to  some  of  the 
foreigners  and  one  suggested  you.  You  remember  I spoke 
to  you  about  it  and  you  said  you  would  like  to  see  the 
child  and  here  she  is.” 

“ But  I don’t  like  buying  a child.  I have  no  place 
for  her,  and  no  time  to  look  after  her,”  I said. 

“ Don’t  say  that.  You  could  put  her  in  school,”  she 
said  in  her  wistful,  pleading  way. 


“ What’s  your  name?  ” I asked  the  little  girl,  drawing 
her  to  me.  I noticed  she  was  very  ragged  and  dirty  and 
her  hands  and  body  were  covered  with  a skin  disease 
caused,  no  doubt,  l)y  dirt  and  poor  food.  But  as  I looked 
at  her  broad  forehead  and  into  those  deep  black  eyes,  I fell 
in  love  with  her  immediately  and  clasped  her,  dirt  and  alk 
to  111}’  heart. 

“ W'e  must  let  the  doctor  look  at  you,”  I said  taking- 
up  one  of  the  sore  hands.  With  this  we  went  to  the  clinic,, 
bnt  the  doctor,  after  seeing  her,  said  all  she  needed  was  a 
bath  and  food,  and  a few  weeks  in  the  hospital. 

“1  will  ha\-e  to  think  it  over,”  I said.  “Come  back 
to-morrow.” 

“Alright.  Good  evening.” 

A WAY  TO  HELP. 

“Queer  world,”  I muttered  to  myself  on  my  way  to 
my  waiting  dinner.  About  to  have  a family  overnight  was 
not  a light  matter.  “ How  would  she  turn  out  ? Would 
she  become  a useful  meml)er  of  society  or  a sorrow?  ” This 
and  many  more  ([uestions  ran  through  my  mind.  I found 
my  fellow-workers  at  first  not  as  enthusiastic  as  I wished. 
One  said  “You  can’t  adopt  it,  as  the  church  law  won’t 
allow  yon  to.”  “ I tell  you  what  you  could  do,’’  said 
another.  “ There's  the  Chinese  druggist.  She  has  always 
wanted  a little  girl,  bnt  cannot  bear  the  expense.  Why  not 
go  into  a partnership?  Let  her  raise  the  child  and  adopt 
it  and  you  supply  the  initial  expense.” 

“ Fine,”  I said,  and  before  anyone  could  speak,  was 
off  to  find  the  druggist.  On  finding  her,  I said,  “ Come 
quickly  to  my  study.  I have  something  I want  to  talk  to 
you  about.” 
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“What’s  the  matter?”  she  said  with  concern. 

As  soon  as  we  were  seated  I told  her  the  whole  story. 
“ Yes,  I have  always  wanted  to  adopt  a little  girl.  Yon 
know  I am  an  old  maid  and  perhaps  will  never  marry.  I 
could  take  her,  but  haven’t  enough  money  to  defray  the 
initial  expense.’’ 

“ Suppose  we  go  in  partnership,”  1 said.  “ I will  supply 
the  initial  expense  and  you  look  after  her,  and  then  after 
a while  if  you  want  to  do  it  all,  it  will  be  alright 
with  mey’ 

“That  is  splendid.  I will  be  glad  to  do  it  if  the  little 
girl  suits.  You  say  I can  see  her  to-morrow?  ” 

“ Yes,”  I said. 

JOY  AND  SADNESS. 

We  both  retired  in  a serious  mood  that  night,  our 
dreams  being  full  of  a little  girl,  an  invalid  father,  and  a 
poor  home.  The  next  day  the  papers  were  drawn  up,  as 
the  druggist  was  delighted  on  seeing  the  child.  She  was 
to  be  brought  to  us  the  next  day.  All  the  hospital  folks 
waited  to  make  her  welcome.  But  another  scene  was 
being  enacted  elsewhere,  in  a home  in  a poor  section  of 
the  city. 

“This  is  Miss  Leur,”  and  the  gentle-voiced  one.  “ She 
has  come  for  the  child.  She  is  a Christian  and  will  take 
good  care  of  her.”  The  mother  clasped  the  child  closely  to 
her  breast  and  showered  her  with  tears.  “You  will  be 
good  to  her;  you  will  be  good  to  her,”  she  sobbed. 
“ I am  so  glad  she  will  be  with  Christians,  for  I hear  they 
are  kind  and  will  love  my  little  one.’’ 

“Yes,  I will  be  good  to  her,”  said  the  druggist.  Just 
then  the  child  seemed  to  realize  what  was  happening  and 
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began  to  cry  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  The  servants 
picked  up  the  crying,  kicking  child  in  their  arms  and  bore 
her  away. 

My  heart  was  filled  with  sadness,  and  I asked,  “ Is  it 
right  to  separate  mother  and  child  ? Could  we  not  help 
the  family  and  let  the  child  stay  ? ” 

“ You  may  help  the  family  but  I don’t  think  the 
father  will  keep  her.  Is  it  right  to  save  her  from  a 
brothel?”  asked  my  gentle,  sweet-faced  friend  with  tears 
in  her  eyes. 

THE  TRANSFORMATION. 

After  eating  a good  dinner,  the  little  girl  quickly 
calmed  down  and  the  next  morning  seemed  quite  at  home. 
“What  shall  we  call  her?  ” came  from  a chorus  of  voices. 
“ Call  her  ‘ Come  Precious’,”  said  the  druggist.  So  thus 
was  she  named. 

The  next  thing  was  to  buy  her  some  clothes,  and 
nothing  filled  us  with  greater  pleasure.  In  the  meantime, 
“ Come  Precious  ” became  a patient  in  the  hospital.  She 
was  cleaned  up,  her  sores  healed  and  at  the  end  of  the 
month  you  would  hardly  have  known  her.  Her  daily  bath 
had  whitened  her  skin  and  her  eyes  looked  bigger  and 
blacker  than  ever.  Her  tongue  also  was  loosened,  and  her 
prattle  entertained  us  all.  All  loved  her  and  she  was  about 
to  be  spoiled. 

One  day  the  druggist  came  to  my  office  and  said, 
“Miss  Leur  you  said  if  I ever  wanted  ‘Come  Precious’ 
all  by  myself,  I could  have  her.  I came  to  ask  if  I can 
take  her  to  my  home  and  send  her  to  kindergarten.  I 
have  learned  to  love  her  already.  You  can  still  be  her 
grandma.” 


I had  also  learned  to  love  her,  but  realized  she  would 
be  less  spoiled  and  more  useful  if  raised  in  a Chinese  home 
so  I said,  “Alright,  dear.” 

As  she  was  about  to  leave  for  her  new  home,  she  came 
running  and  threw  her  arms  around  my  knees,  “ Good-bye, 
Grandma,”  she  said,  “I  love  you.” 

“ How  about  her?  ” I asked,  pointing  to  the  druggist, 
and  running  to  her  she  threw  her  arms  around  her  knees 
and  said  “ M-ma  ” which  is  the  Chinese  word  for  mother, 
“ I love  you  and  want  to  be  with  you  always.” 

The  next  morning  my  gentle-faced  friend  came  and 
said.  “ I hear  ‘ Come  Precious  ’ is  going  with  the  druggist 
and  I have  come  to  ask  if  you  would  like  another  little 
girl.  There  are  thousands  without  homes  and  hundreds  of 
others  would  sell  their  daughters  if  they  could  get  a pur- 
chaser.” 

“ No,  dear,  I would  like  to,  but  must  wait  to  see  how 
‘ Come  Precious  ’ turns  out.” 
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READY  TO  WADK  AGAIN. 

A NARROW  ESCAPE. 

“He  shall  heal  all  thy  diseases.’’ 

The  morning  was  very  cold,  but  the  sun  sent  out  his 
friendly  rays  much  to  the  delight  of  the  poor,  whose 
clothing  was  thin  and  ragged.  The  peddlers  could  be 
heard  making  their  morning  rounds.  Some  of  these  were 
small  slave  children,  who  had  been  up  since  daylight,  help- 
ing their  masters.  The  donkeys  with  bells  around  their 
necks  added  their  music  to  the  morning  air,  reminding  one 
of  the  sleigh  bells  on  Christmas  morning.  Shortly  I saw 
the  form  of  the  street  policeman  at  my  window. 

“ Come  quickly,  there  is  a very  sick  woman  out  here 
who  wants  you,”  he  said. 

You  have  heard  the  fire  bells  ringing,  and  have  rushed 
out  to  see  where  the  fire  was.  How  your  blood  seemed  to 
stop  when  you  saw  the  flames  leaping  in  the  air  near  by, 
and  heard  the  screams  and  moans  of  the  people  in  the 
burning  building. 


Something  of  the  same  sensation  came  over  me  when 
I heard  the  policeman’s  voice.  On  reaching  the  street  a 
sorry  sight  was  before  me.  On  the  hard  board  bed  she 
lay  with  her  head  covered  with  a dirty  rag.  Her  hair  was 
disheveled,  and  from  her  cheeks,  which  were  a rosy  red, 

I could  see  there  was  a fire  raging  within  trying  to  claim 
his  victim.  Around  stood  a crowd  of  all  types  of  human- 
ity. Here  and  there  was  a silk-robed  gentleman  with  his 
round  velvet  cap  and  long  flowing  silk  robes,  but  the 
majority  were  poor.  From  their  hard  faces,  you  could 
see  they  had  suffered  much.  Their  mutterings  among 
themselves  and  an  occasional  harsh  laugh  showed  suffering- 
had  become  a common  sight  to  them.  This  was  only  one  of 
the  hundreds  who  were  every  day  dying  from  want  of  care. 

“ Bring  her  in,”  I said,  “ the  doctor  will  come  presently.” 
In  the  meantime,  I tried  to  find  out  what  was  the  trouble. 

“A  woman  neighbor  fell  on  her  and  broke  her  ankle,” 
said  her  companion. 

“ And  who  are  you?  ” I asked. 

“ I am  her  mother,’’  she  said. 

With  this  she  took  off  the  dirty  rags  and  the  woman’s 
ankle  was  exposed  to  view.  It  was  red  and  swollen,  and 
I could  see  her  feet  had  been  bound.  The  dreadful  odour 
coming  from  it  told  the  story — a badly-infected  foot  and 
broken  bones. 

“When  the  woman  fell  downstairs  on  her  ten  days 
ago,  we  called  the  Chinese  doctor,  and  he  just  pushed  the 
bones  in,  put  some  incense  ashes  on  it  and  went  away.  ” 

By  this  time,  the  doctor  had  arrived,  and  the  patient 
was  quickly  put  to  bed.  Her  mother  was  told  an  operation 
was  the  only  chance,  and  that  it  would  take  months  to  heal. 
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A CHANGE  FOR  THE  BETTER. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a friendship  which  was  to 
win  us  all.  A refreshing  bath,  a soft  bed  and  clean  sheets 
worked  wonders.  She  was  a beautiful  woman  when  her 
hair  was  combed,  and  seemed  so  grateful  for  what  we  were 
doing  for  her.  Under  cholorform,  her  foot  was  cleaned  up. 

When  her  fever  had  gone  down,  and  the  danger  point 
had  passed,  the  Bible-woman  called  to  see  her. 

“How  do  you  feel  this  morning?”  was  her  cheery 
inquiry. 

“ Much  better,  thank  you.” 

“Would  you  like  to  see  some  pictures?”  she  asked, 
spreading  out  views  from  the  life  of  the  “Prodigal  Son,” 
and  began  telling  her  the  story. 

“ I am  so  glad  he  went  back  to  his  father,”  she  said 
with  awakened  interest. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a new  insight  into  the 
truth.  Day  by  day  as  her  knowledge  grew  she  began  to 
be  more  cheerful,  and  looked  with  pleasure  for  the  coming 
of  the  Bible-woman. 

“ I want  to  know  more  about  Jesus,”  she  would 
say.  “ He  must  be  good,  for  you  believe  in  Him,  and 
you  are  all  so  good  to  me.”  She  signed  one  of  the 
probationer’s  cards,  and  began  the  probationer’s  course 
of  study. 

“When  the  doctor  comes  to-day  to  dress  your  foot, 
you  want  to  say,  ‘0-U-C-H’  (spelling  it  for  her),  when 
she  hurts  you,”  said  one  of  the  nurses.  She  was  drilled 
thoroughly,  and  all  gathered  around  to  see  how  the  doctor 
would  take  this  surprise.  When  she  came,  and  in  the 
dressing  touched  a tender  spot,  “ Ouch ! ” she  screamed 
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out,  and  all  burst  into  a roar  of  laughter.  After  this,  she 
had  a new  English  word  to  say  every  morning. 

One  day  when  she  was  feeling  well,  she  was  wheeled 
over  to  our  home  for  refreshments  It  was  the  annual 
China  New  Year  time,  and  the  first  day  of  China’s  New 
Year  all  faithful  Buddhists  refrain  from  eating  meat  and 
certain  other  food.  It  is  our  custom  to  invite  our  Chinese 
friends  in  to  refreshments  and  greet  them  with  “ A 
Happy  New  Year.”  On  this  day,  we  had  decided  to  have 
our  friend  and  her  mother  to  dinner  after  our  other  guests 
departed.  They  had  never  eaten  foreign  food,  and  we 
thought  it  would  be  great  fun  to  see  them  use  the  knife 
and  fork. 

When  we  oft'ered  them  the  meat,  we  noticed  a look  of 
doubt  on  their  faces.  They  said  nothing,  however,  but 
went  on  with  the  dinner.  They  ate  with  relish,  and  after 
gazing  on  the  wonders  of  the  foreigner’s  queer  house  went 
back  to  the  hospital,  and  for  the  rest  of  their  stay  with 
■us  could  not  stop  talking  about  that  day.  They  later  told 
us  that  when  they  ate  the  meat,  it  was  the  final  cutting 
away  from  their  past  ancestor-worship  and  a new  avowal 
of  their  faith  in  Christ. 

THE  TESTING  TIMES. 

Long  months  passed  by  and  her  foot  was  slow  in 
healing.  Then  spells  of  discouragement  would  come. 

“ Go  home  and  kill  that  woman,”  she  would  say  to 
her  mother.  “ I hate  her.  ” 

When  the  doctor  came,  she  asked,  “You  say  God  is 
love;  why  doesn’t  He  heal  my  foot?” 

“ Perhaps  He  wants  you  to  stay  here  longer  and  hear 
more  about  Him,”  was  the  reply. 
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CHEERING  THE  SICK  WITH  STORIES. 


“1  pray  that  His  Spirit  may  comfort  you,  and  give 
you  patience,"  said  the  gentle  Bible-woman. 

“What  does  the  Holy  Spirit  look  like?”  she  asked. 
“ Why  haven’t  I seen  Him?  ” 

“He  is  like  the  wind,  my  dear,  you  just  feel  Him. 
You  don’t  see  Him.  You  hear  the  sound  thereof,  but 
cannot  tell  whence  it  comcth  and  whither  it  goeth.  The 
Holy  Spirit  is  like  that.  You  must  be  patient.  I had  to 
lie  llat  on  my  back  for  a whole  year,”  she  said  softly. 

“Why  did  you  have  to  lie  hat  on  your  back?”  she 
asked  wondering. 

“Would  you  like  me  to  tell  you?” 

“Yes,”  she  answered. 

“ When  I was  a very  little  girl  my  mother  died  and 
my  grandmother  brought  me  up.  Soon  she  died  too,  and 
my  father  thought  I should  be  betrothed.  Therefore  the 
papers  were  drawn  up  according  to  Chinese  custom.  Five 


years  passed,  and  I heard  nothing  more  about  it.  On  my 
sixteenth  birthday,  my  father  summoned  me  in  and  told  me 
I had  to  go  with  my  future  mother-in-law.  She  had  asked 
for  me  and  I must  get  ready  to  go  with  her  in  a fortnight, 
I burst  into  tears  and  said,  ‘ Daddy,  I don’t  want  to  leave 
you.’  He  tried  to  comfort  me  by  saying  my  new  mother- 
in-law-to-be  would  be  good  to  me.  It  was  with  many 
anxious  thoughts  I waited  her  coming. 

“ When  the  fateful  day  arrived,  and  I first  looked  into 
her  face,  I did  not  like  her  but  when  she  patted  me  on  the 
shoulder  some  of  my  fears  disappeared.  IMy  father  and 
brothers  gathered  around  me  and  bade  me  a tearful  farewell. 

“ On  reaching  my  new  home  ail  went  well  at  first.  I 
was  given  to  understand  I must  work.  After  a month  or 
so  I began  to  discover  my  mother-in-law’s  true  disposition. 
One  day  for  forgetting  something  she  struck  me  with  a 
stick.  This  was  the  beginning  of  many  beatings.  Later 
I was  refused  food  and  other  indignities  were  heaped  upon 
me.  One  day  for  answering  back,  I was  beaten  iiito 
unconsciousness,  and  on  comiiig  to  found  1 could  not  walk 
or  scarcely  move.  I got  a servant  to  go  for  my  brother. 
When  he  came,  he  took  me  away,  and  later  lirought  me 
here  to  the  hospital. 

“ I lay  on  my  back  for  a whole  year.  The  doctor  said 
it  was  paralysis.  But  that  year  is  very  precious  to  me,  for 
it  was  during  that  time  I heard  about  Jesus,  and  He  became 
my  Savior.  I also  learned  to  read.  Every  night  I prayed 
that  if  I got  well,  I would  give  my  all  to  His  service. 
That  is  why  I am  telling  you  this  now — for  His  sake.  I 
did  get  well,  and  later  went  to  the  Bible  Training  School. 
If  you  trust  Him,  He  can  save  you.  You  must  be  patient. 
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“ I will  try  to,”  came  the  reply. 

There  was  a short  prayer  and  the  Bible-woman  went 
to  her  room. 

The  next  morning  our  patient  was  more  cheerful 
When  I went  to  see  her,  she  said  she  wanted  to  enter  her 
only  boy  in  one  of  our  Christian  schools.  He  came  the 
next  week  and  entered  Miss  Tarrant’s  day  school. 

“ I want  him  to  be  raised  a Christian,”  she  would  say. 

“ When  he  is  older  I wish  he  could  study  medicine 
here,”  she  said.  ‘‘And  as  soon  as  my  foot  is  well  I am 
going  to  move  here  so  I can  be  near  the  church.  There 
is  no  church  in  my  village  and  no  good  school.” 

A month  later  the  doctor  said  she  could  go  home. 
There  were  tears  in  her  eyes  when  she  came  to  bid  us 
farewell. 

“You  have  all  been  so  good  to  me,”  she  said.  “I 
would  have  died,  if  I had  not  come  here.  I had  a narrow 
escape,  didn’t  I ? ” 
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CITY  WALT,  AROUND  SOOCHOW.  A DEFENCE  IN  TIMES  OF  DISTRESS. 

A TIME  OF  STRESS. 

“ I will  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee.” 

China’s  President  had  declared  the  country  a Mon- 
archy! The  news  spread  (juickly  and  there  was  general 
unrest  everywhere.  Revolution  was  in  the  air  and  the 
Southern  leaders  were  in  session  discussing  the  change. 
In  Soochow,  which  is  in  a province  on  the  border  line 
between  the  North  and  South,  people  were  warned  to  stay 
off  the  streets  after  eight  o'clock,  and  many  were  applying 
to  us  for  accommodation — a refuge  from  impending  trouble. 

“ Why  do  you  come  here  ? ” I asked  one  woman. 
■“  This  is  not  an  hotel.” 

“ But  I have  a pain,”  said  one. 

“ I am  suffering  from  indigestion,”  said  another. 

Although  our  suspicions  were  aroused  they  were  taken 
in.  The  next  morning  when  they  refused  to  submit  to 
treatment  we  knew  they  were  refugees.  Therefore  we 
compelled  them  to  leave  to  make  room  for  real  sufferers. 
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In  the  meantime  an  official  family  had  moved  in  and 
took  one  of  our  most  expensive  rooms.  We  soon  found 
out  they  were  keeping  everybody  awake  by  smoking- 
opium  at  night,  and  making  themselves  generally  disagree- 
able. An  investigation  was  made  and  proved  them  to  be 
refugees.  Therefore,  they  were  asked  to  leave.  When 
it  came  time  to  pay  the  bills,  the  official  was  ushered 
in,  and  in  a lordly  way,  laid  his  official  card  on  my  desk 
and  informed  me  he  was  used  to  receiving  attention  free 
To  avoid  trouble  a compromise  was  made  and  we  were 
glad  to  see  them  go.  Later,  we  heard  he  had  been  dis- 
missed from  the  official  service  and  wondered  if  his  conduct 
at  our  hospital  had  anything  to  do  with  it. 

When  it  was  known  the  mayor  had  fled  and  had  his 
household  effects  moved  near  the  foreign  section  of  the 
city,  the  refugees  increased.  Soochow  was  known  to  be  a 
wealthy  city,  and  a good  place  to  loot.  The  Northern 
soldiers  were  inside  the  city  and  the  Southern  soldiers 
outside  the  city  gate,  and  trouble  seemed  imminent. 

Then  came  the  demand  that  the  city  pay  a large  sum 
of  money  or  be  looted  that  night  at  seven  o’clock.  There 
was  a hasty  meeting  of  the  wealthy  residents  and  about 
half  the  sum  demanded  raised.  This  seemed  satisfactory 
and  the  soldiers  departed  next  day.  The  next  night  we 
heard  the  firing  off  of  cannon,  and  the  refugees  who 
arrived  told  us  there  was  fighting  in  a village  about  three 
miles  from  Soochow. 

AN  EARLY  MORNING  VISITOR. 

Everything  was  c|uiet  for  a while,  and  the  trouble 
seemed  to  be  passed.  Thieves  were  busy,  however,  and 
many  houses  were  entered.  We  were  awaked  one  morning 
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about  two  o’clock  by  loud  pounding  on  our  gate.  Our 
servant  got  up  to  see  what  the  trouble  was  and  we  heard 
her  calling  out  from  an  upstairs  window,  “Who  is  it?” 

“We  are  looking  for  a thief,”  came  the  answer. 

By  the  time  we  were  up  we  found  many  policemen  on 
the  place  with  small  lanterns  and  long  shot  guns  and  we 
were  told  some  one  had  cut  a big  hole  in  our  wall.  The 
house  was  searched  but  everything  seemed  to  be  in  its 
place.  The  next  morning  we  found  a hole  in  our  wall,  big 
enough  for  a man  to  enter. 

Shortly  after,  the  school  next  door  missed  $100.00. 
$50.00  belonged  to  one  of  our  Chinese  preachers.  He  had 
been  saving  it  for  some  time,  and  felt  very  badly  over  the 
loss.  His  friends  on  hearing  of  his  loss,  however,  raised 
the  money  by  private  collections,  and  he  was  presented  with 
the  amount.  This  was  a surprise  to  him  and  made  him 
very  happy.  Some  Chinese  families  in  the  neighborhood 
also  reported  robberies.  Finally  a thief  was  caught  taking- 
some  clothing  and  after  that  we  heard  of  no  further  trouble. 

A TRIP  TO  THE  COUNTRY. 

About  a month  later,  it  was  decided  safe  to  take  our 
regular  trip  to  the  country  and  hold  a clinic.  We  always 
looked  forward  with  pleasure  to  these  trips  as  they  afforded 
us  a change  of  scene.  We  were  to  travel  in  a Chinese  house- 
boat. There  were  two  very  small  rooms  and  a passage 
way.  We  had  to  take  our  own  bedding  and  at  night  this 
was  spread  over  the  board  seats.  We  also  took  our  own 
drinking  water  and  food.  The  cooking  was  done  in  a 
small  Chinese  charcoal  stove.  Our  party  consisted  of  a 
doctor,  a Chinese  nurse,  a Bible-woman,  and  myself.  We 
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ON A TRIP  TO  THE  COUNTRY. 

were  to  start  at  four  o’clock  in  the  morning,  so  it  was 
necessary  to  spend  that  night  on  the  boat. 

A SET-BACK. 

The  next  day  found  us  well  on  our  way.  We  were 
due  to  reach  our  destination  that  afternoon.  About  eleven 
o’clock  a strong  gale  started  to  blow  and  we  were  blown  on 
a bank  near  a small  village.  We  decided  to  make  good 
use  of  our  time,  so  got  out  and  walked  into  the  village. 
In  the  first  row  of  huts  we  found  them  making  straw 
mats  and  baskets.  In  a very  short  time,  the  news  spread 
that  the  “ foreign  devils  ’’  had  come,  and  a crowd  gathered 
round  us  calling  me  “Big  Bones,”  as  my  body  is  large 
and  the  doctor  “Little  Bones.”  Many  had  sore  eyes,  skin 
diseases,  etc.  On  learning  a doctor  was  present,  a clinic 
was  started,  and  many  were  treated. 

In  the  meantime,  the  wind  had  subsided,  and  the 
boatman  wanted  to  know  if  we  would  be  willing  at  dusk 
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to  risk  crossing  a big  lake  just  ahead.  He  said  the  woods 
around  it  were  full  of  robbers,  and  they  might  attack  us. 
We  said  we  were  willing  to  risk  it,  and  so  we  started. 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly  and  this  was  in  our 
favor.  We  saw  lights  moving  back  and  forth  on  the 
shore,  and  our  Chinese  friends  were  excited,  for  robbers 
had  been  known  to  not  only  rob,  but  maltreat  their  victims. 
Chinese  women  would  be  in  peril,  if  taken  by  a band  of 
them.  When  in  the  middle  of  the  Lake,  a boatful  of 
rough-looking  men  passed  us.  On  seeing  foreigners  on 
board,  they  didn’t  stop.  The  rest  of  the  journey  was 
uneventful.  We  reached  our  destination  about  11.30  p.m. 
and  found  the  gates  locked.  had  to  bribe  the  gate- 

keeper to  get  in.  The  next  day  we  found  all  the  town's 
policemen  had  fled  and  the  city  had  been  looted.  Had 
we  known  this,  we  might  ha\'e  hesitated  crossing  the 
Lake. 

A FRIENDLY  RECEPTION. 

The  news  of  our  arrival  had  received  good  advertisings 
for  a crowd  was  waiting  for  us.  After  being  treated  by 
the  doctor,  they  entered  a large  hall,  and  heard  about 
Jesus.  There  were  about  fifty  women  present,  and  after 
the  meeting  some  became  inquirers. 

In  the  evening,  we  were  entertained  by  a wealthy 
resident,  whose  wife  was  saved  from  death  in  our  hospital, 
and  the  next  day  started  for  home.  Our  Church  had  not 
been  at  work  long  in  this  village  and  we  were  very  happy 
to  see  the  good  work  done  there  by  the  resident  workers. 
About  thirty-five  people  had  been  treated  and  about  $10.00 
was  taken  in  for  medicines,  and  about  a hundred  pieces  of 
religious  literature  distributed. 
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On  reaching  Soochow,  we  found  everything  quiet.  Of 
course  wild  rumors  were  being  circulated.  Some  months 
later,  new's  was  received  that  the  President  was  dead. 
The  report  said  he  succumbed  on  account  of  illness,  but 
many  believe  he  poisoned  himself.  There  seemed  to  be 
rejoicing  everywhere.  It  w^as  a rather  sad  ending  for  one 
whose  reign  at  the  beginning  was  full  of  prospects  of  many 
good  achie\ements.  The  Vice-President  succeeded  him, 
and  immediately  re-established  the  Republic.  We  all  hope 
now  for  peace.  China  is  waking  up,  and  some  day  will 
take  her  place  among  the  nations  of  the  world. 


